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consternation. The light tussore silk bundled into the chair
was unmistakable. He was about to run from the room
when a terrible shout froze him where he was : " Robinson ! "
And then : " Elizabeth ! Oh, Elizabeth ! "

Adela could hear Mr. Newstead moving about in the
room over her head. She could even hear the rumble of his
voice as he said a few goodnight words to Dizzy. Then there
was perfect quiet in the house. A maid looked into the room,
and was about to withdraw when she saw her mistress still
sitting there. "Come in, Alice/' Adela said. "Put out all
the lamps except this one. Then you can go to bed. I shan't
want anything else."

When the door was shut, her own words seemed to echo
in the quiet room, and they were words without sense or
meaning. There was so much else that she wanted, and
there seemed so little likelihood that it would ever come her
way. A profound discontent with her life fretted at her
heart. Ever since Brian had died she had persuaded herself
that there was some purpose and reality in the comings and
goings to the village, the calls on the cottagers, the burnishing
of brass in the church, and the pouring of armfuls of lilies
into the vases on the altar. But she was more and more
aware that all this was only a busy effort to fill a void.
The cottagers, she said to herself in her moments of frank-
ness, could do without her very well, and no doubt would
prefer to do so. Any verger could polish the brass, and the
lilies praised God better growing in the garden than perishing
in a dribble of water. All that she did seemed to her no real
enlargement of her own life, not even an expression of such
life as she had. She could even envy Lottie Chambers,
wearing out her days in the squalor of Limehouse. Lime-
house, she thought, was perhaps not unlike Levenshulme,
judging from what Theo said about it. And, of course, that
was the whole trouble: she wanted to be in Levenshulme
with Theo Chrystal Or anywhere with him. Levenshulme
just happened to be where he was. Levenshulme, Lime-
house, or some rustic parish full of cows and corn and apples
and clean running water: it would be all the same.

Well, she had her practicalities, too. There was nothing
to be gained from sitting here letting vain imaginations spin